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HE ſons of genius ſearch, thro" ev'ry age, 
For preper beroes to adorn the flage; 
Here Greeks and Romans riſe again to view, 
Again fight bravely, and their fame renew. 
Tbe great, unſhaken Cato, bere you ſee, 
And Cæ ſar falls for — liberty. 
Ne flandard virtue ripen' Her on earth, 
Ber you beheld it in a ſecond birth ; 
To firike, impreſs, impel the . mind, 
And give ye all the boafts of all mankind. 
Such ſpurs to glory, if they glory raiſe, 
Deſerve protection ay, demand your proſe. 
Our bard, to-night, no doubrful flory bringt; 
Of native, genuine E 35 feats be Aus. 
Here no falſe warniſh glitters to ſurpriſe, 
But juſt biftaric truths in order riſe; 
And ſure that tale muſt bave for Britors charms, 
That forws you France ſubdu'd by Britiſh arms; 
Our lions tra verſing their ravag d plains, 
Their armies broken, and thtir king in chains. 
Our poet, ” bo by England's ancient fame, 
( And vumbly aiming at great Shakeſpeare's flame! ) 
On candour's judgment bids bis b:per repoſe, 
Alike diſdaining partial friends and foes. 
If bis warm gleto excites a patriet-zeal, 
If from your eyes 
F fears, bopes, orroW?s, 
Aud by the band of nature touch the heart, 


There let bim gee there bis pow'r con 2» oe 


And gen'rous judges will o'erlook the ref. 
WI ich the bumane and the exalted mind, 
The abſent and the dead indulgence find: 
Know then, a parent breathing foreign air, 
This night commits his darling to your care; 
Ns fattion's form'd to proſtitute applauſe, 
Ne art, no int'reft, to Jupport bis cauſe: 
The public bonour "tis bis pride to truſt 
Near can be tbink your voice will be unjuſt. 
Attentive bear, unprejudic'd explore, 


Ard judge like Engliſhmen-=be offs no more. 
. 
oed M$, 


\ GAINST ſuch odds if Edward could ſucteed, 
z 


Our Engliſh warriors once were great indeed: 
t, mournful thoug bt ! Te ſurely muſt complain, 
They're ſadly alter'd from King Edward's reign ; 
Zet ſame there are, who merit ev'ry preiſe, 
Stems of that flock, and worthy of thoſe days; 
— beroes ! How unlike to thoſe, 
ſe valeur, like their wit, lies only in their clothes ! 
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Such arran: beaux, Fi trim, ſo degagce, 

That &en French ladies would not run away, 
They'll buff, indeed, and ftrut, look proud, and frorey, 
And all this they can dv———becauſe they dare, 

But know, poor ſouls, all this implies no merit, 

E'en women ſoon diſcern a man of ſpirit ; 

Judges alike of warrior and of <wocers : 


| The mig btieſſ talkers, are the pooreſt doers, 


Such to ſubdue, requires no martial Are, 

One Joan of Arc <vould make them all retire. 
But beld—— I wander. Poitiers be my Hey, 
And warm my breaſt with Britiſh love of gl; 
When each bold Briton took bis country's part, 
And wore ber freedom blazon'd on bis beart, 
Such were our fire But now, ob, dire diſgrace! 
Lo, balf their offspring left in filk and lace. 

Ye Britons, from this LE ariſe, 

Burſt forth from folly's bondage, and be wiſez 
Once more let virtue, dignity, be prix d; 

Nor copy what your anceſtors deſpis'd. 

Each falſe refinement ſtudy to diſdain, 

And harden into manhood back again : 

So ſhall our Britain's bonours mount on bigh, 
And future fields with that of Poittiers vie. 
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Edward the Black Prince. | 


1 
SCENE, the Prince of Wales's Tent. 


Prince Edward diſcovered ſeated ; Warwick, Saliſ- 
bury, Audley, Chandos, and others ſtanding. 


Prince. 


council; 
Intelligence is brought me, that our foes 
Have levied, to oppoſe us, ſuch a ſtrength 
As almoſt ſtaggers credibility ! 
What's to be done? To tarry longer here, 
And brave their fury in the heart of France, 
Would be a raſhneſs that may hazard all. 
Conſider therefore well, my fellow-warriors, 
And aid my judgment with your good advice, 
Speak, Warwick, your opinion. 
War. Royal Sir, 
It is for marching back, with ſpeed, to Bourdeaux 
Our little army, harraſs'd with fatigue, | 
And heavy laden with the ſpoils of war, 
Should, like the careful bees, ere ſtorms o'ertake us, 
Secure our treaſures, and prepare for reſt. 
Havock has wanton'd in our hard campaign, 
And manly daring won increaſe of glory: 
Then let not now preſumption madly riſk 
Repriſals from ſuch force. Be timely prudent: 
The voice of wiſdom urges our retreat; 
Obey it, and be happy. 
Aud. Shameful thought! 
What, ſpirit daſtards by inglorious flight? 
No, never let it, mighty prince, be ſaid, 
That we, who two ſucceeding ſummers chac'd 
From ſhore to ſhore of their extenſive realm 
Collected armies, doubling each our own, 
ould here at length diſcover abje fear, 
ind ſkulk for coward ſafety, What are numbers? 
Let all their kingdom's millions arm at once, 
\nd croweing, cluſt'ring, cram the field of fight, 
Such timid throngs, with multiply'd diſmay, 
Vould make confuſion do the taſk of valour, 
And work out their deſtruction. | 
Sal. Audley's thoughts 
\ccord with mine — While Saliſbury has breath, 
is tongue ſhall hurl defiance at their force. 
Remember, Prificely Edward, Crefly's field; 
Kemember ev'ry battle we have fought; 
ow much out- counted, yet how greatly victors! 
oud were the calls that broke our ſleep of peace, 
\nd bade us rouſe and bucklc on our arms: 
throne uſurp'd, your royal father's right; 
violated truce, a vile atttempt 
o filch away the fruits of painful conqueſt, 
! baſely bribing ſervants from their duty. 
Aſſaults fo infamous, ſuch rank diſhonour, 
(laſt awoke our monarch's high reſentment: 


Y lords, I ſummon'd ye in haſte to 


Their very power of doing future wrongs; 
So ſhall the reſcu'd world pour forth it's bleſſings, 
And kings and kingdoms thank our arm for ſafety. 

Chan. If Chandos gives his voice for our retreat, 
Tis not from coward motives: all can witneſs, | 
I have met danger with as firm a ſpirit | 
As any in our hoſt. But as ſucceſs | 
Hath crown'd our arms with ample ſpoils and glory, | 
Why, when the ſeaſon is ſo far advanc'd, 

(Hopeleſs of profit) ſhould we longer ſtay, 

By ſoothing pride, to brave adverſity ? 

Confider, gracious prince, and you, my lords, 
What difficulties clog a winter march 

In hoſtile countries; parties harraſſing, 

And want of all convenience and ſupplies. 

I do confeſs, the wrongs that urg'd us hither 7 
Were ſuch as merited ſevere revenge : 

And vengeance we have had. Their burning towns 
Have lighted us on many a midnight march, . 
While ſhrieks, and groans, and yellingsecho'd round. 
Fear and confuſion were our harbingers, D 
And death and deſolation our attendants. 

Now homeward let us look, and wiſely there ' 
Recruit, in time, our vigour and our numbers; 
Thence, with the chearful ſpring to iſſue forth, 
Again to labour in the field of fame. 

Prince. True wiſdom, Chandos, dictates to your 
And modeſt, manly eloquence adorns it, [tongue, 
My lords of Saliſbury, and Audley, you, 

Who cheriſh truth and candour in your minds, 
Muſt yield to arguments ſo clear and ſtrong. 
Believe me, friends and brothers of the war, 

A momentary ruin may involve us: 

Such mighty hoſts are rais'd, and now in motion, 
As well will taſk our utmoſt {kill to *ſcape. 

Upon the plains of Poictiers are encamp'd, 

'Th' extenfive plains that our retreat muſt ſkirt, 
An army double ours. 

Aud. And ſhall we paſs, 

Go tamely by, and give them cauſe for vaunting 
That Engliſhmen avoided once a battle? 

No, never let us merit ſuch a ſtain; Ro 
But boldly ſeek them, dare their double numbers, 
And drive them, if a combat they decline, 

To ſkip and wanton at a ſafer diſtance, | 

Sal. Give us, my prince, the pleaſure but to ſpring, 
This gaudy flight of prating popinjays, 

And we'll retire contented. 

Chan. There my voice Ns 
Shall join ye, lords: to force them from their home 
At ſuch a juncture will be doubly glorious! 

Or ſhould they venture battle, their diſcomfit 
Will render our retreat to Bourdeaux ſafe, 


| 
| 
Oh, give it glorious ſcope! unhinge, deftroy | 
| 


| And end our labours with a noble triumph. 
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Prince. Then be it ſoz for Poitiers we'll - 17 ma You come the happy harbinger of comfort, As do 
| Ang. | Returning to old Charney's woe- i 
— inſtant orders, good my lords, for marching: | The king's approach —— — _ , To ſee 
- To-morrow's ſul hall fee us face our foes, It feeds the dying lamp of life with — FN ib 
Here break we off; go each where Tz calls, That I ſhall live to riot in revenge. _ 
3 xeunt Lordi. Thoſe Engliſh locuſts, who on 
Now for an office is moſt grateful to me, Who ſpoil and laughter wie witd l — 8 2 
Who waits ?—Let Arnold know that I expect him. | Grant, ye good pow'rs, theſe eyes may ſce 2 , Indo 
[4 Gentleman appear, and retires again. And I ſhall die contented! — WO 
— or _— and 8 of the field, Sens. Ev'ry tongue Se me g 
e blaze of fplendory or that bubble, praiſe, oins that petition, Your mi — 
Compar'd with what the ſympathiſing heart Mon — touch the 8 _ wg 
Feels from a * ackion Char. Ob, they are great! — 
| Enter Arnold. The pride of ancient lineage treafur'd v 2 
2 Arnold. "hs 7 Trophies of war and — of — ns 
ne er behold thy face, but pleaſure ſprings Theſe won by valour, thoſe with honour wors —_ 
From the remembrance of thoſe fprightly days, | Favours of monarchs, and the gifts of Heav'n, — 
Which led thro' early youth our happy friendſhip, | The relicks of a glorious anceſtry, ie tu 
Thou wert my brother then; familiar eaſe Are, with the manſon of my great forefathers =_ 
Seafon d our ſports, and doubled each delight, A heap of aſhes now !—— A wide-ſpread rela 4 ao 
Thither my foul, from ceremonious pomp, My age's blefling too, an only daughter f e 
Oft back ward looks, with wiſhes to renew Torn from her home to hard captivity — 
Thoſe lively tranſports, unallay'd by care, The prey, the victim of a fell revenge! _ 
Our boundleſs 1 our burſts of joy! Joh, matchleſs miſery !=w=—Oh, Mariana! - 
Arn. So honour'd, gracious prince, as have been, | Sent. Your ſorrows have been wept by ev'ry eye — 
From humble fortune rais'd to enyy'd greatneſs, And all have wonder'd what ſhould mark you out | — 
And ſtill with ev'ry grace each gift made precious. For ſuch peculiar vengeance. on 
Oh, what are words in payment of ſuch bleſſings: | Char. Nothing but i mw 
What een my life, were life itſelf laid down The ſervice done ovr maſter, when I brib'd —— 
In gratitude for ſuch tranſcendent goodneſs! Their governor to give up Calais to us; _ 
Prince, If there's a tranſport tow'ring to divine; | Who, like e villain, broke his plighted faith — 
If, in atonement for it's load of cares, And ſacrific'd the gallant troops | led q — 
= vaſt enjoyment is the gift of greatneſs, To Edward's fury: ſlaughter'd all, or taken, _ | 
7 = tha: we can beſtow where merit claims, I was amongft the train who grac'd his triumph, And 
ne is the vacant military poſt, There the proud king inſulted me with taunts; 8 
By Mountford's death reverted to my gift; He call'd our undertaking vile and baſe; 80 
And keep thy office in my houſhold fill; . | Witk louring brow and bitterneſs of ſpeech, 10 
3 muſt not loſe the ſervant in the ſoldier. Adding, he hop'd the fortune of his arms Wh n 
henceforth both; and, what is more, my friend. | Would give him to reward my treachery. M - 
Arn. How ſhall I praĩſe The father's wiſhes hath the ſon accompliſh'd; Thi yy 
1 — Arnold, I merit none. 1 For which, may all the rage of ev'ry curſe, R * 
— 1 | haſt kindneſs done thee, I have pleaſure. | Flames, famines, pefiilences, flaughters, join Ye 
La. eng d mg 41 3 1 * root _ nature the deteſted race! = 
virtue it's reward: ä ent. Grant it 2 
Nor ought ſuch payment be efteem'd a bounty; Duke of ; = 3 3 — 
For to deſerve and give is equal favour. Erter Athens. wr 
But let me aſk thee of thy beauteous charge: Char. Lord Conſtable, moſt welcome to my arms. 3 
How has the noble Mariana borne Arb. I thank you, noble Charney | 
Captive calamity? | Char. Are the train i — 
Arn. With reſignation Of royal warriors, Sir, arriv'd? * — 
Worthy her birth and dignity of ſpirit: Arb. They are. * 
Forgetting her misfortunes, all her talk Char. Oh, joyful tidings! Sir, another hour M Fr 
Torns on the topic of your kind protection. Shall ſpeak at large my pleaſure to behold you: * 
a Let it extend to all that can relieve The preſent claims my duty to the king. [Ex Or EC 
= mind from harſh reflections on her tate. Ath. My Lord of Sens, theſe ſecret marches mace Att 
e're now preparing for the plains of Poitiers: | From different parts by our divided hoſt, With 
Accommodate her on the wearying way May fteal us on our unprepared foes, 130 
With thy beſt care. Remember I requeſt 1er ga _ 8 our arms, at length, an vengeance. | 
. eng. atly hope it. As I think, to-morrov 
| Arn. Rely, my royal maſter, on my duty. Or 1 miſtook — king, they I all be here. — — 
| Needleſs injunRtion ! Mariana's charms Ath. Wich early day, the inſtant we arriv d, Th y 
| Have giv'n her here ſuch {bſolpte command, A numerous party, led by Ribemont, Thed 
My very ſoul, my ey'ry pow'ry is her's, Came up and join'd us. Thoſe the Dauphin bringt "There 
But the cold maid, whene'er I plead my paſſion, | Our laſt diviſion, are to march by night; But 
Chills me with ſight, and Rifles all my flame We may expect them with to-morrow's dawn. And 
Of love with ſtreaming tears, Benignant Heay'n || Sens, See! Ribemont is here. 
Bleſs'd as I am with royal Edward's favour, Aster Ribemont. 
Add Mariana's Charmi——and all beyond, Rib. Why, this looks well! 
Let mad ambitien grapple for, and gain. [Exit.| Here's buſtle, expedition once again 
1 E chan 8 — K . * <p arms, and wear a face of war. 
er Charney and 74 iſhop o 5. ens. Oh, never be again laid dow", 
Char. My Lord of Sens, I gladly give cad Till England io repaid with all the gues 6a 
Her ſons have brought on France! My eager fon, 


A joyful welcome to the platus of Poictlers. 
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"There let his zeal be vehement and loud; 


As does the fever'd lip for moiſture, longs 
To ſee deſtruction overwhelm that people. 

Rib. Indulge no guilty batred, rev'rend Lord; 
For fait report, and, let me add, experience, 
picture them lovely to impartial judgment. 

The world allows they're valiant, gen'rous, wiſe, 
Endow'd with all that dignifies our nature; 
While, for their monarch—we ll appeal to facts, 
And ſure they ſpeak him wonderful indeed! 

Sens, It grates my ſoul to hear a Frenchman talk 
Of greater glories than he finds at home. 

Is not this monarch you would make a god, 
Our maſter's enemy, our country's foe ? 

Rib. A foe he is, but he's a noble foe ! 

I know his worth, and therefore will I ſpeak it. 
At our attack of Calais, 'twas my fortune 

To meet in fight this Third King Edward's ſword : 
I found him all that heathens held their gods, 
Artful and mighty! (pardon the proud vaunt) 
Too much for me to conquer. Long we ſtood, 
Buckler to buckler, claſhing ſteel to ſteel, 

Till, by ſuperior ſoldierſkip o'ercome, 

] yielded to a monarch, Bur ſo well, 

With hardy vigour, I fuſtain'd the combat, 

That freedom, ranſomleſs, was my reward, 

The royal victor, when he bade me go, 

Took from hig brow this ftring of orient wealth, 
Around my temples twin'd the glittering wreath, 
And cry'd-—Shine there, my token of applauſe, 
Oh, if his valour wing'd amazement high, 

Where was it's flight, when his heroic ſoul, 
Forgetting that my ſword had aim'd his faughter, 
O'erlook'd all low regards, all partialities, 

And gave a vanquiſh'd enemy renown ? 

Sent. Deteſted boaſt!-»- Ambition's taint, my lord, 
So, warps, fo biafſes the ſoldier's judgment. 

Rib. Ha, biaſſes -I tell thee, prieft, ambition 
When was it wanting in a churchman's foul ? 
More odious there, and more pernicious far, 

Than when it fires the warrior's breaſt to glory. 
Butdown, my rage Your office ſhould be peaceful 
Your habit's ſacred—Let your ſpeech be ſuited, 

Sent. Reproving Sir, you think you rail ſecure, 
And fo ſecure remain; howe'er, your cauſe 
Might bring e'en your allegiance into queſtion. 

Rib. Said'ſt thou allegiance ?- What a vile reſort! 
And would thy jaundic'd malice ſtain my fame? 
But loyalty, long prov'd, dares bid defiance 
To all the baſe perverſion of thy tongue. 

I praiſe my foes, becauſe they merit praiſe : 

I'll praiſe them to the king, and after fight them. 
My foul diſdains ſuch narrow-hearted ſpleen, 

As owns no excellence beyond a tribe, 

Or hates, from envy, all ſuperior merit. 

Ath, Forbear, my lord ; conſider you're enrag'd 
With one whoſe function does forbid revenge, 

Rib, Why —— the meddling prieſt provoke reſent- 

' ment 
Let him obey that function; preach repentance 
To money«ſcraping miſers, ſordid ſlaves, 
The cringing minions of corrupted courts, 
The dregs of ftews and tyrants of the gown 1 


But not come here to ſap the ſoldier's honour, 
And teach inglorious lefſons in a camp. [Exit. 
Ath. Forgive him, good my lord; brave Ribemont 
Is all the warrior, bold above reſtraint ; 
Of nature noble, but unpoliſh'd manners, 
Sem, F do forgive him · Vet a time may come— 
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Atb. There grant, ye pow'rs, our counſe!s may pro- 
This kingdom's ſafety, and it's peace inſure: fcure 
In one brave action may our arms ſucceed, 
And in their turn the daring Engliſh bleed. {[ Exennt. 
the 20 00009000 999% K. 20200000 of 
r 
SCENE, the Englih Camp. 
Enter Saliſbury and Chandos, meeting. 
OOD-morrow, Saliſbury, yon rifing ſung 
As was your wiſh, beholus us here en- 
Upon the plains of Poitiers. [camp'd 
Sal. Noble Chandos, 
It was my wiſhz a wiſh for England's honour, 
To Frenchmen, whom ſo much we've aw'd and 
humbled, 
Methinks 1 would not give the leaft pretence 
For arrogance and boaſting, 
Enter Warwick. 

War. Valiant lords, 

Wild conſternation reigns ! Our ſcouts have brought 
Intelligence the enemy ſurrounds us! 

By ſudden, ſecret marches, they have drawn 

Their troops from ev'ry fertile province hither, 
And cut off our retreat. 

Sal. Why then weill fight them, 

War. Moſt fatal was our yeſterday's advice, 

But tis his highneſs' will we ſtraight to counſel t 
Haſte, good my lords, for on a fingle hour, 
Perhaps a minute, now our fate depends. 

Sal. I'll not believe the French will dare attack us, 
How great ſoe er their numbers, But with words 
We will not waſte the time that may be precious; 
Then to the prince's tent, my lords, away. [ Exeunts 

SCENE changes to @ private Tent. 
Enter Arnold, leading Mariana, 
Arn, Now, lovely captive, wilt thou doubly tri- 
umph 
The happier cauſe of France at length prevails, 
And we are all undone. 

Mar. What mean you, Arnold? 

Arn. Encircled here by thy whole country's force, 
Unable to ſuſtain their fierce aſſault, 

And all retreat cut off, we have no proſpect 
But that of total Naughter. 

Mar. Hear me, Heav'n ! 

Who oft haſt witneſs'd to the filent tears, 
Stream'd down in gratitude for gen'rous treatment; 
Now witne(s (ſpite of all my country ſuffers) 
That theſe defcend in pity for my foes. 

Arn. The fatal accident again reftores thee 
To liberty and ſafety, while from me 
It cuts away all hopes of happineſs. 

I wiſh not to outlive the bloody hour 

Muſt give thee to thy father, whoſe abdhorrence 
Of all that's Engliſh ſoon will interpoſe, 

And plunge my foul for ever in deſpair. 

Let then thy fancy image what 1 fee 
Grief choaks the very paſſages of ven 

And I watit utterance for 

Mar. There is no need. | 
I knowthy heart, know all it's tender feelings, 
Know what ſad tumults doubts and fears create, 
If to thy eloquence of words and looks, 

My virgin modeſty and captive ſtate 

Have hitherto forbid my tongue to anſwer, 

Yet ſure my eyes have told my heart was thine, 
But now, away with fears and forms; diſtreſs 
Bears me above reſtraint, and I will own 

To heav'n, to earth, to thee, my fathers, country, 
That Arnvld is mot dear, moſt precious to me 
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Arn. Hold, my tranſported heart Thou heav'n- 
ly mad i 
What raptures ruſh at that enchanting ſound !==— 
Happy as I am now, deſtruction, come, 
O'erwhelm me in this moment of my bliſs ; 
Ne'er let me pine in hopeleſs anguiſh more, 
But die thus claſp'd in Mariana's arms. 
Mar. And will our fate vill cruel fat: divide us? 
Arn, Oh, do not name it! With the very thought 
Frenzy aſſaults me. No, we muſt not, cannot, 
Will not be parte No 
Mar. Alas! I fear 
The choice will not be ours. A father's pow'r, 
If France prevails, for ever tears thee from me. 
And muſt they conquer ?—Oh, I find, I feel, 
I've loſt already all regard for France: 
England's my country, any country's mine 
That gives me but my ſafety and my love 
Inform me—tel! me—is there no eſcaping ? 
Arn. Thou wilt need none. For me and for the 
We have, alas l no proſpect but of. [reſt, 
Mar. Stop ! 
Nor dare inflame a wild imagination, 
Leſt madneſs follow! 'midſ relentleſs foes, 
Methinks I ſee thee fall! Behold them ſtrike !— 
I hear thy greans ! I ſee thy guſhing blood! 
Oh, ſave me from the horror Let us fly lonnn— 
Let us away this moment Let u 
Arn. Whither ? 

Where can we fly? All hope of flight is loſt, 
There is no poſſibility 
Mar. There is, 

Let us, while yet occaſion will permit, 
Fly to my father ! 
. Arn. Father! 
Mar. He'll protect us. [thought 
Arn. Protect us!—Dire proteQion !—3t the 
My blood runs chill! and horror quite unmans me. 
Mar. Thiok on the dangers that you brave by 
ſtaying. 
Arn. Do not awake, thou lovely pleader, do not 
Such tumult-working thoughts within a mind 
On madneſs verging. 
Mar. Let us then away. 
Arn. Oh, not for worlds ( —Not worlds ſhould 
bribe me to it, 
Mar. And wilt thou urge thou lov'ſt me? 
Arn. More than life ! ; 
Mar. By Heawn, is falſe : the ſpirit that's 
within thee, 
Is not of worth to harbour aught ſo noble, 
Arn, Will daring even to die convince thee ? 
Mar. No: ; 
Death is a coward's refuge, Dare to live; 
Dare wretchedneſs—Reproach———— 
Arn. No more, no more—— 
Teinpt me no more in vai 
Mar. Art thou ſo fix d. 
Arn. As fate 
Mar, I've done. 

Arn. Then why that angry 10k 
Mar. It is a curſe entail'd upon the ſex, 
To have our counſel ſcorn'd, or love deſpis'd. 

Go to thy ruin to my ruin go — 

I give thee up—aad all my hopes for ever. 
Arn. Let but reaſon 

Weigh the dire conſequence of ſuch a flight. 


Mar. The conſequence! Why, what do you 


But certain ſlaughter ? { forlake 
Arn, Harrid-=damning thought! 
Mar. I hop'd my riſking wretchedneſs for love 
Would have provok'd ſome emulation 


| 


Mar. But thou art poor, the hero of pretence 
And therefore thus——for ever ——— 
Arn, Take me, lead 
No, ftop !=——it ſurely was ſome Siren's voice 
Would lure me to deſtrution—OfF !—ſftand off ! 
Thou! thou art ſhe that would enſaare my ſoul, 
Ruin my peace, and ſacrifice my fame. 
But timely be advis'd : forbear to urge 
A deed that all the earth would ſcorn me fer, 
All hell want plagues to puniſh. 
Mar. Be undone 
Arn. Undone 1 am, whatever courſe I take 
Dreadful alternative! Deſpair, or death, 
Or everlaſting ſhame !—— 
Mar. 1 did not pauſe ; 
I choſe, for Arnold's love to hazard all: 
To ſutfer, if misfortune were our lot, 
And never once reproach him or repine. 
But he rejets ſuch truth, fuch tenderneſs== . 
Arn, Oh, hear me, help me, fave me, ſacred 
powers. 
Mar. Thou'rt pale 
Arn. Dizzy and fick—the objects ſwim before me; 
Reach out thy hand to ſave me ere | fiuk; 
Oh, what a deprivation of all pow'ss ! 
Lead me to my tent -I beg thee lead 
Oh, boaſted manhood—how I feel thy . 
gent. 
The SCENE opening, diſcevert a magnificent pavi- 
lion, in which King John appear: ſeated in ſlate. On 
Holt, below him, fit the Dauphin, Dukes of Berry, 
Anjou, Tourain, and Orleans; Athens, Sens, Ri- 
bemsnt, Charney, Lords, Attendants and Guards, 
al! fianding. 
King. At length, we've caught theſe lions in our 
toile, 
Theſe Engliſh ſpoilers, who through all our realm 
Have mark'd their way withrapine,flames and ſlaugh- 
Now, by my ſacred diadem, I ſwear, ters: 
Beyond a conqueror's joy my pleaſure ſwells, 

For that my foes have wrought their owa confuſion, 
And * misfortunes where they meant to cal 
them. : 

What ſay you, lords, muſt ſoſtening pity ſway ? 
Or ſhall we glut our vengeance with their blood ? 
Char. Heav'n gives them up the victims of your 
Indulge it, then, to their deſtruction. Mercy [ wratl; 
Would mark your majeſty the foe of France, 
Your bleeding country «ries for retribution ; 
join it, with a voice by woes enfeebled ; 
Hear, feel and ſtrike in ſuch a moving cauſe, 
The cauic of wrongs, of wounds, of weepiny age! 
The widow'd bride, the childleſs father calls: 
Oh, hear, redreſs, revenge us, royal Sir, 
For vengeance now. is in your pow'r to grant. 
Rib. Anger and hatred are diſgraceful motives, 
Calm dignity ſhould ever counſel kings, 
And govern all their actions. When they ſtrike, 
It ne er ſhould be to gratify reſentment, 
But, like the arm omnipotent of Heav'a, 
To further juſtice: to create an awe 
May terrify from evil: —better mind 
ReQify and benefit ſociety ! 
Ath. The nuncio, 
Who follow'd fait your majeſty to Poictiers, 
Hath ſent to claim an audience ia behalf 
Of yon endanger'd Englich. 
Sent. Do not hear him. ſnot? 
King. Say, lord archbiſhop, wherefore ſhould we 
Sent. Knowing your godlike and forgiving natures 
I fear 'twill rob you of much martial glory: 
Elſe might your fame in arma, for this day's ations 
Rival the boaſts of Macedon or Rome! 
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And ſure your valiant ſoldiers will repine, 

To have the laurels, now ſo near their graſp, 

Snatch'd from their hopes tor ever. 

Rib. Abjet minion! | 

How ſhameful to that habit are ſuch flatteries.[ Aſide. 
King. Yes, | well know my ſoldiers pant, impa- 

tient 

To ſeize this feeble quarry. But our foes, 

] muſt remind you, are ſo cloſe beiec, 

That famine ſoon will throw them on your mercy. 

Princes and Lords, what cauſe have we to fight ? 

Why ſhould we waſte a drop of Gallic blood, 

When conqueſt may be ours on cheaper terms ? 
Dauph. But will it ſuit the glory of your arms 

To wait their inclination to ſurrender ? 

Or e en to grant ſuch parley, as might plume 

Their ſaucy pride t'expect capitulation ? 

Oh, no, my royal father, ruſh at once, ter. 

O'erwhelm them, cruſh them, finiſh them by ſlaugh- 
Rib. Think not, prince Dauphin, they'll e'er ſtoop 

for terms: 

Believe me, we have rather cauſe to expect 

A fierce attack, to cut their paſſage through, 

Or periſh in the attempt, I know them well, 

In many a field have try'd their ſtubborn ſpirit; 

Have won ſome honour—by their king tho' van- 

And when I ponder their intrepid courage, [quiſh'd : 

How much they dare to ſuffer and attempt, 

I'm loſt in wonder! and no Creſly need 

To make me tremble to provoke their fury. 
Daupb. Your tongue, the herald of your vanity, 

Methinks, is loud in what were better loſt 

To all remenibrance—a diſgracetul tale. 

To boaſt of honours from a victor's bounty, 

Is ſtooping low—is taking abject fame, 

If you have valour give it manly ſway, 

Buſy your ſword - but let your tongue be ſilent. 
Rib. My talent never 'cwas to idly vaunt— 
King. No more of this, preſumptuous Ribemont! 

Princes and lords, we are yet undetermin d. 

I've ſent a ſpy, of known abilities, 

To find out the condition of our foes ; 

From whoſe report, in council, we'll reſolve 

On meaſures that may promiſe moſt ſucceſs. 

Mean time, do you inform the nuncio, Athens, 

His audience ſhall be granted. Lords, lead on: 

We'll make our morning's progreſs through the 

camp. [Zreunt King, Prince, &c. 
Rib, What boaſts made I ? — 

I told the truth, and wherefore then this tannt ? 

Shame on ſuch modeſty! The king, juſt now, 

Nice as he ſeems in breeding and in forms, 

With patience heard a ſupple, fawning prieſt— 

Strip all the ſhrines of fam'd antiquity, 

Cen make great Cœſar and the ſon of Philip 

Refign their laurels to his nobler claim : 

By Heav'n, twould make an honeft ſtomach heave 

To ſee a throat, ſo ſqueamiſh for another, 

Open and gulp a potion down, enough 

To poiſon half mankind. 

Ath. Brave Ribemont, . 

The king's diſtaſte was that you prais'd his foes, 

To talk of Crefly and of Edward's feats, 

Was to remind him of our crown's diſgrace 3 

"Twas to proclaim what we ſhould with forgotten, 

Our flaughter'd armies, and our monarch's flight. 
Rib. What, are our ears too delicate for truth? 

If Engliſh valour has diſgrac'd our arms, 

Inſtead of mean forgetting, we ſhould ſtamp 

The bated image ftronger on our minds ; 

For ever murmur and for ever rage, 

Till theyce eras'd by nobler feats of arms, 


och we my thoughts, and ſuch my reſelutions | 
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I ſhace our country's ſcandal, and would join 


My ſword, my blood, to purge away the ſtain. 
Ath. Here, then, occaſion meets that patriot-wiſhz 
Here you may help to blanch our ſully'd glory. 
Rib. I differ, Athens, widely in opinion 5 
The harveſt is too thin, the field too bare 
Io yield the reapers honour, 
Would our exulting king acquire renown, 
Let him reduce his numbers down to theirs. 
Then ſword to ſword, and ſhield to ſhield, oppoſe, 
In equal ſtrife, theſe wond'rous ſons of war; 
There conqueſt would be glorious! But, as now, 
With all our thouſands and ten thouſands join'd, 
By Heaven! 'tis moſt infamous to fight. 
Atb. I muſt away; my duty calls me hence, 
I muſt applaud this generous regard 
For a brave people that have done you honour z 
Convinc'd, whene'er you face theſe fearleſs foes, 
You'll fight them warmly as you've prais'd—— 
Rib. Farewel—On my ſoul, 
[ pity the brave handful we encircle! 
And almoſt wiſh myſelf an Engliſhman, 

To ſhare a fate fo noble. EExeunt ſeverally. 
SCENE changes to the Engliſh Camp. 
Enter Audley and Chandos, meeting. 

Aud. You're weil encounter'd, Chandos; where's 
the prince ? 
Chan, Directing the entrenchments: ey'ry duty 
His active ardour leads him to engroſs. 
Such heav'nly fortitude inflames his ſoul, 
That all beholders catch new courage from it, 
And ſtifle with aſtoniſhmeat their fears! 
From cool unruffled thoughts his orders iſſue, 
While with the meaneſt ſoldier he partakes 
In ev'ry toil ! inſpiring, by example, 
A glorious zeal and ſpirit through the camp. 
Aud, Vet feels he, as the father of our hoft, 
For every man's misfortune, but his own. 
Thrice have I ſeen him, in ſucceſſive rounds, 
Kindle new courage in each drooping heart, 
And drive all fear, all diffidence, away. 
Yet on the taſk would tenderneſs intrude, 
As dangers ſtole and imag'd on his mind: 
When, pauſing, he would turn his head aſide, 
Heave a ſad ſigh, and drop a tender tear. 
Enter Saliſbury. . 
Chan. Well, what ſays Saliſbury ? 
Sal. Why, faith, but little: 
It is yon Frenchmen's place to talk at preſent. 
Aud. How ttand the troops? 
Sal. Believe me, not ſo firm, 
Bur our light-footed enemies, if dext*rous, 
May trip up all their heels. 
Chan. True to his humour ! 
My good Lord Saliſbury will have his gibeg 
Howe'er affliction wrings. 
Sal. And wherefore not ? 
Will burial faces buy us our eſcape ? 
I wiſh they would: then no Hibernian hagy 
Whoſe trade is ſorrow, ſhouid out-ſadden me. 
But, as the bufineſs ſtands, to weep or laugh, 
Alike is bootleſs z here is 9 i 
Touching bis ſevord, 
Aud. What are their numbers ? . 
Cban. Full an hundred thouſand. 
Sal, Ours. but ſome eight : —great odds, wy 
friends | No matter; 
The more will be our glory when we've beat them. 
Aud. What ſwells their hoſt ſo mightily's(I'm told) 
The earls of Neydo, Saltiburg and Naſſau, 
Have join'd their troops, The earl of Douglas tos 
Aſſiſts them with three thouſand hardy Scots, 
Their old and Cure allics, | 
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Chan. I hear the ſame. - 
The prince approaches, lords! 
Enter Prince, Warwick, and Attendants. 

Prince, Hah ! ſaidſt thou, Warwick 
Arnold gone over to the foe ? 

War. He is. 

A truſty ſpy brought the intelligence, 
Who ſaw him entering the adverſe camp, 
Leading his captive charge. 

Prince. Iinpuſſible chere 

War. I've ſcarch'd his quarters ſince, myſelf, and 
Nor he nor Mariana can be found. 

Prince. What has a p:ince that can attra® or bind 
The faith of friends, the graticude of ſervants ? 
Bluſh, greatneſs, bluſh ! Thy pow'r is all but poor, 
Too imputent to bind one boſom to thee——— 

A blow like this I was not arm'd to meet. 
It pierces to my ſoul. | 

Sal. All-righteous Heay'n, 

Reward the villain's guilt ?-Believe not, Prince, 
Throughout our hoſt, another can be found 
That worlds wouid buy to ſuch a baſe revolt. 

Prince. | hope it, will believe it, Saliſbury. 
Yet mult lament that one has prov'd ſo worthleſs — 
I lov'd him too '—But fince he has forgot 
The ties of duty, gratitude, and honour, 

Let us forget an Engliſhman could break them, 
And lofing his remembrance, loſe the ſhame, 

My lords, I have ciſpatches in my hand, 

Adviſing that the nuncio-cardinal, 

Good Perigort, is now arriv'd at Poitiers, 

And means to interpoſe in our behalf. f 

Aud. His interp ſing is a gen'rous office, 

And I applaud it; but, believe mc, Prince, 

Our foes will rate their mercy much too high. 

1'd hope as ſoon a tiger, taſting blood, 

Can feel comp-ſſion, and releaſe his prey, 

As that a Frenchman will forego advantage. [ters, 

Prince, I've by the meſſenger that brought my let- 
Sent him the terms on which I warrant treating, 
The ſum is, my conſent to render back 
The caſtles, towns, and plunder we have taken, 
Since marching out of Bourdeaux : and to plight 
My faith, that I, for ſeven ſucceeding years, 

Will wield no hoſtile ſword againſt their crown. 

Sal. It is too much, my Prince, it is too much. 
Give o'er ſuch traffic for inglorious ſafety; 

Or let us die, or conquer. 

Prince. Saliſbury, | . 

Rely upon a prince and ſoldier's promiſe, 
That caution ſhan't betray us into meanneſs. 
Heav'n knows, for me, I value life ſo little, 
That I would ſpend it as an idle breath, 

To ſerve my king, my country, nay, my friend. 
But ſure the voice of Heay'n, and cry of nature, 
Are loud agninſt the ſacrifice of thouſands 

To giddy raſhneſs. Oh ! reflect, my friends. 
JI have a double delegated truſt, 

And muſt account to Heav'n and to my father, 
For lives ignobly ſav'd, or madly loſt, 

Till Perigort ſhall therefore bring their terme, 
Suſpend we all reſolves, but thoſe receiv'd : 
Determination muſt be expeditious z 

For know, our ſtock of ſtores will barely reach 


To furniſh out the preſent day's ſubſiſtence. 


Aug. If fo, neceſſity, the laſt fad guide 
Of all misfortune's children, will command. 

Chen; We muſt ſubmic to what wiſe Heav'n 

decrees. 

Prince. Let that great duty but direct the mind, 
And men will-all be happily refign'd: 
Accept-whate'er the Almighty deigns to give, 
And die contented, or contented lis? 
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Embrace the lot his Providence ordainge, 

If deck'sd with laurels, or depreſs'd with chain 
Inur'd to labour, or indulg d with reſt, ; 
And think each movement he decrees, the beſt. 


Leu. 
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SCENE, tbe French Camp. 


Enter Athens and Ribemont. 

Rib. ORD Conſtable, I was not in the pre. 
ſence 
When Perigort had audience of the king; 
Inform me, for I wiſh to know, does peace 
Her olive garland weave ? Or muſt the ſword 
Be kept unſheath'd, and blood-fed vengeance live ? 
Ath. The king expeRing me, I cannot tarry 

To let your lordſhip know particulars ; 
But the good father, who e en now ſet forward, 
Carries ſuch terms as, from my ſoul, I wiſh 
Young Edward may accept: for tis reſolv'd, 
If they're rejected, inſtant to attack them, 
Yonder's the tugotive, I ſees advancing, 


| Who left their camp this morning. It we fight, 


And you have there a friend you wiſh to ſave, 
This man may point you to his poſt, Fare wel. [ Ex, 
Rib. This man-——By heav'n, there's treaſon in 
his alpe&! 
That chearleſs gloom, thoſe eyes that pore on earth, 
That bended body, and thoſe folded arms, 
Are indications af a tortut'd mind, 
And biazon equal villainy and ſhame. 
In what a dire condition is the wretch, 
Who, in the mirror of reflection, ſees 
The hideous ſtains of a polluted ſoul !Jr— 
To corners then, as does the loathſome toad, 
He crawls in lilence : there ſequeſter d lies, 
Hating bimſelf. and fearing fellowſhip. 
Enter Arnold, mufing+ {ward } 
Arn. What have I done! And where is my re- 
Charney witholds his daughter from my arms, 
My flatter'd recompence for Hold, my brain 
Thought that by timely coming might have ſay'd me, 
Is now too late, when all it's office ſerves | 
But to awaken horror! [ Aſide, 
Rib, I'll accoft him, 


Are you an Engliſhman ? 


Arn. 1 had that name, 
(Oh, killing queſtion ! )=—— but have loſt it now. 
Rib. Lott it indeed | d 
Arn. Illuſtrious Ribe mont! 
(For was your perſon leſs rever'd and known 
By every ſon of Britain, on your brow 
That ſplendid token of renown you wear, 
Would be your herald) Pity, if you can, 
A wretch—the moſt undone of all mankind. 
Rib. I much miſtake your viſage, or I've ſeen you 


Ila near attendance on the Prince of Wales. 


| Arn, 1 was indeed, (Oh, ſcandal to confeſs it) 
I was his follower, was his humble friend; 
He favour'd, Agr) d me 2 Hay Dly 
| pow'rs 
How ſhall 1 give my guilty ftory utterance !=— 
Level your fiery bolts — Transfix me here 
Or hurl me howling to the hell 1 merit. 

Rib. Invoke no pow'r, a conſcience ſuch as thine 
Is hell enough for mortal to endure. 
But let me aſk thee, for my wonder prompts me, 
What bait affords the world, that could induce thee 


To wrong ſo godlike and ſo good a matter ?- 
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A prince'b6yond example! Vet your, heart, 
If it has ever felt the power of beauty, 
Muſt mitigate the crime of raging love. 
Rib. Love!---Thou loft wretch !--- And could fo 
frail a fire 
Conſume whate'er was great and manly in thee? 
Riot virtue out, and root each nobler paſſion 
Forth from thy mind ? the thirſt of bright renown ? 
A patriot fond affection for thy country? 
Zeal for thy monarch's glory? and the tie 
Of Cacred friendſhip- b) thy prince ennobled ? 
de gone, and hide thy ignominious head, 
Where human eye may never penetrate z 
Avoid ſociety, for ali mankind 
Will fly the fellowſhip of one like thee. 
Arn. Heav'n! wherefore ſaid't thou that we 
And yet made woman? [ muſt not err, 
Ris, Why accuſe you Heav'n ? 
Curſe your inglorious heart for wanting fire, 
The fire that animates the nobiy brave 
The fire that has renown'sd the Engliſh name, 
And made it ſach as ev'ry age to come 
Shall ſtrive to emulate - but never reach 
There thou wert mingled in a blaze of glory, 
Great—to amazement great - gut now how fall'n! 
Fen to the vileſt of all vaſſal vileneſs, 
The deſpicable ſtate of female thraldom. 
Arn. Untouch'd by paſſion, all may talk it well; 
In (peculation who was e'er unwiſe ? 
Put appetites aſſault like furious Rorms, 
0'erbearing all that ſhould reſiſt their rige, 
Till inking reaſon's wreck'd ; and then ſucceeds 
A gloomy calme——in which reflection arms 
Her ſcorpion brood te morſe, deſpair, and horror 
Rib. But could contrition ever yet reſtore 
To radiant luſtre a polluted fame? 
Truth, the great touchſtone of all human actions, 
The fair foundation of applauſe or blame, 
Has ting'd thy honour with too foul a flain, 
For all repentant tears to waſh away. 
All eyes 'twill urge to dart their keen reproaches, | 
Each tongue to hiſs, and ev'ry heart to heave 
With indignation at thee. 
Ars. All the pride, 
That here ſhould kindle into high reſentment, 
| find is gone] My ſpirit's ſunk, debas d! 
My guilt unmans me—and I'm grown a coward. 
; ' [ Ajide. 
R. The trompets may awake, the clarions iwell, 
That noble ardour thou no more canſt feel, 
Vifgrac'd from ſoldier to a renegade. 
Anon, while o'er the dreadful field we drive, 
Ur dealing deaths, or daring laught'ring ſwords ! 
Do thou at diſtance, like the daſtard hare, 
All trembling, ſeek thy ſafety, Thence away, 
As fortune, or thy genius may direct, 
Thy conſcience thy conapanion. But be ſure, 
Whatever land you börden with your weight, 
Whatever people you hereafter join, 
Tell but your tale, and they will all like me, 
Franounce you abje, infamous and hateful. [ Exit. 
rn. Abje@ and hateful !=--Infamous !—1'm all! 
The world has not another monſter like me: 
Nor hell in all it's ſtore of borrid evils, 
Beyond what I deſerve — Already here 
| feel the ſhafts, they-eankle in my boſom 3 
Aud active thought ghticipates damnation. 
| nter Mariana and Louiſa. 
Mar. He's bete ! I've found my heart's compa- 
A , on out ! JN £ 
{oice Arnold, for my father ſoftens ; 
* half forgets his batred to thy country, - 
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Why art thou thus ? 

Arn And eanſt thou aſk that queſtion? 

Thou ſoft ſeducer, thou enchanting miſchief, 

Give me again my innocence of ſoul, 

Give me my forfeit honour blanch'd anew, 

Cancel my treaſons to my reyal maſter, 

Reſtore me to my country's loſt eſteem, 

ro the ſweet hope of mercy from above, 

And the calm comforts of a virtuous heart. 

Mar. Sure kindneſs ſhould not conſtrue into guilt 

My fond endeavours to preſerve thee mine! 

Life, love and freedom are before you, all; 

Embrace the bleſſings, and we yet are happy. 

Arn. What, with a conſcience [oe and gall'd like 

To ſtand the glance of ſcorn from ev'ry eye, [ mine? 

From ev*ry finger the indignant pont? 

A taunting Frenchman with opprobious tongue, 

Pr»nounc'd me abject, infamous ant hateful ! 

Ang yet 1 live—and yet you counſe! life——— 

No die | nuſt—I will--but how, how, how ? — 

Nay. looſe my arm; you ftrive in vain to hold me. 

Mar. Upon my knees—Sce, fee theſe fpeaking 

tears! 

Arn, Be yet advis'd, nor urge me to an outrage, 

Thy pow'r is loſt—unhand me—then tis thus, 

Thus I renounce thy beauties, thus thy guilt 

Life, love and treaſon I renounce for ever. [ Exit, 

Mar. Then welcome death, ciftration,ev'rycurſe! 

Blaſt me, ye lightnings ! ftrike me, roaring thunders! 

Or let me tear, with my outrageous hands, 

The peaceful boſom of rhe earth, and find 

A refuge from my woes and life together, 4 

Flinging berſe!f on the 

Stand off' away! I 15 — A * A 

I will indulge my phrenzy---Loſs of reaſon 

Is now but loſs of torment—Crvel Arnold! 

The SCENE drawing, diſcovers the Prince of Wales 
ſeated in flate in bis Tent ; at the entrance to which 
bis Standard flands diſplay'd; the Device, three 
Oftrich Feathers, with the Mitto of ich dien- 
Warxick, Saliſbury, Audley, Chandos, Noblesy 
Officers, and Guards flanding. 

Prince, I've ſent my Lords of Oxford, Suffolk 

Cobham, 

To meet the nuncio, and conduct him hither; 

From whom we may expect to hear the terms 

On which the French will deign to give us ſafety, 

[ Trum Ts 

Chan. Thoſe trumpets ſpeak the Cardinal's arrival: 

And ſee! the lords conduQt him to your preſence. 
Trumpets. 

Enter three Engliſh Lordi, preceding Cardinal Perigort 
and bis retinue, On the Nuncis's boxwing, the Prince 
advances from bis Seat, and embraces him. 

Prince. Lord Cardinal, moſt welcome o my arms! 
| greet you thus, as England's kindeſt friend, 
Misforture's refuge, and afflition's hope. 

It is an office worthy of your goodneſs, 

To ſtep betwixt our danger and deſtruction, 

Striving to ward from threat'ned thouſands here, 

The blow of fate. 

Per. Grant, gracious Heav'n, I may! | 

For, from my ſoul, great prince, I wiſh your reſcue; 

And have conditions from your foes to offer, 

Which, if accepted, fave ye. 

Prince. We attend. [Takes bis ſeat. 

Per. No art for mild perſuaſion in your ' 
Have I omitted: but imperious France, 

Too fond of vengeance, and too vain of numbers, 

Infiſts on terms which only could be bop'd 


hears with temper while ] praiſe thy vittues. 


From ſuch a ſcanty, unprovided hoſt; 
And * will dire, from many evils 
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To chuſe the lighteſt, Their conditions are | 
That, to the caſtles, towns, and plunder taken, 
And ofter'd now by you to be reſtor'd, 

Your royal 2 with an hundred knights, 

Are do be added pris'ners at diſcretion, 

Prince. Ha! pris' ners! 

Aud. Oh, inſolent, deteſted terms 

Fal. A hundred thouſand firſt of Frenchmen fall, 
And carzion-taint the air I cannot hold. [ Aſide. 
Prince. [ After a pauſe. ] My good Lord Cardinal, 

what act of mine 
Could ever uſher to their minds à thought, 
That I would fo ſubmit? 
Per. Could I preſcribe, 

ev ſhould yourſelf be umpire of the terme; 

or well I know your noble nature ſuch 
That int'reſt would be made the fave of honour. 
But to whate'er I urg'd, the king reply'd, 
Remember Creſſy's fight! to us as fatal, 
As that of Canne to the Roman ſtate. 
There fell two mighty kings, three ſovereign princes, 
Full thirty thouſand valiant men of arms, 
With all the flower of French nobility, 
And of their firm allies; for which, (he cried) 
What can redeem the glory of my crown, 
But to behold thoſe victors in our chains 
It is a bitter potion ; but reflect, 
That roys! John is noble, and will treat 
Such foes with cignity, while fortune pays 
Leſs than the ſtock of fame his father loft. 

Prince. Yes, Philip loſt the battle with the odds 
Of three to one. In this, if they obtain it, 
They have our numbers more than twelve times told, 
And yet, my lord, 

We'll face thoſe numbers, fight them, bravely fall, 
Ere ſtoop to linger loathſome life away 

In infamy and bondage. Sir, I thank you 

I thank you from my ſoul, for theſe for me 
But for the terms our foes demand, we ſcorn 

Such vile conditions, and defy their ſword 
Tell them, my lord, their hope's too proudly plum'd; 
We will be conquer'd ere they call us captives, 

Per. Famine or ſlavughterom—_— 

Prince. Let them both advance 
In all their horrid, moſt tremendous forms ! 
They'll meet, in us, with men who'll ſtarve, bleed, 
; NM die, . 

Ere wrong their country, or their own renown, 
Sound, there, to arms - My pious friend, farewel, 
Diſperſe, my lords, and ſpirit up the troops: 
Divide the laſt remains of our proviſion 
We thall require no more; for who ſurvives 

The fury of this day, will either find 

Fnough from booty—or a flaye's allowance. 

Per. How much at once l'm melted and amaz' d! 
der, my lords, and give a ſoul of meekneſs ſcope, 
In minutes of ſuch peril. By the hoſt 
That — Heaven's high throne, my bleeding 
— eart o» & at; & 
Js touch'd with ſo much tenderneſs and pity, 

I cannot yield ye to the dire decifion. : 

Ler me, once more, with ev'ry moving art, 

Each ſoft perſuaſion, try the Gallic king: 
Perhaps he may relent—permit the trial— 
'1 would preſerve ſuch worth, Heaven knows I wauld'! 
If hazard, labour, life, could buy your ſafety. : . 

Prince. Lord Cardinal, your kindneſs. quite un- 
. 

y mind was atm'd for rovgh encounter 
But ſuch compaſſion ſaps my fortitude, & 

And forces tears—they flow not for myſelf, 
But theſe endanger'd followers of my fortunes, _ 
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Here link'd together by the graceful bonds 
Of amity and honour ; all to me 

For ever faithful and for ever dear. 

Think it not weakneſs then that 1 lament them, 

Per. It is the lovelieſt mark of royal virtue; 
"Tis what demands our moſt exalted praiſe, 

Is worthy of yourſelf, and muſt endear 
The beſt of princes to the beſt of people. 
Till my return be hope your comforter : 
If 'tis within the ſcope of human means, 
I'll ward the blow. | 

Prince. Good Heaven repay you, Sir: 

Tho' acts like yours carry ſuch bleflings with them 
As are their full reward My lord, farewel. 
[Exit Perigort, attended as be came in, 
Aud. Well, Sir, how fare you now? | 
Prince. Oh, never better! 
P've run no mean, inglorious race; and now, 
If it muſt end, tis no unlucky time. 
As you great planet, thro' it's radiant courſe, 
Shoots at his parting the moſt pleaſing rays, 
So to high characters a gallant death 
Lends the beſt luſtre, and ennobles all. 
Aud. Why, there, my prince, you reach even 
virtue's ſummit: 
For this I love you with a fonder flame, 
Than proud proſperity could e'er inſpire. 
"Tis triumph, this, o'er death. 
Prince. And what is death, 
That dreadful evil to a guilty mind, 
And awe of coward natures? *Tis but reft, 
Reſt that ſhould follow every arduous toil, 
Relieve the valiant, and reward the good : 
Nor is there aught in death to make it dreadful, 
When fame is once eſtabliſh d. 

War. That ſecure, 

Our foes, who wail it's loſs, can ne*er recover 
The glory raviſh'd from them. 

Chan. An hundred of us, with your royal perſcn, 
Deliver'd up their pris'ners at — 

The French have ſurely loſt all modeſty, 
Or the remembrance of themſelves and us. 

Sal. Now, as I live, I wiſh we were at work, 
And almoſt fear the nuncio may ſucceed. 
Methinks we ſhould not loſe the bleſs'd occaſion, 
Or for ſurp«ſling ev'ry former conqueſt, 

Or gaining glorious death, immortal fame, 

Prince. Then ſet we here ill fortune at defiance. 
Oh, my brave leaders! in this warm embrace, 

[ They all embrace. 
Let us infuſe that fortitude of ſoul, 
To all but England's daring ſons unknown! 
Here part we, lords; attend your ſev'ral duties. 
—Audley, diſtribute thro' the camp provifioni= 
Keep ev'ry ſoldier's ſpirits in a glow, 
Till from the French this final meſſage comes: 
Then, if their pride denies us terms of honour, 
We'll ruſh outrageous on their vaunting numbers; 
And teach them, that with ſouls reſolv d, like ours, 
E'en deſperation points the way to conqueſt. 
When (in defiance of ſuperior might) 
Plung'd in the dreadful ftorm of bloody fight, 
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SCE NE, the French Camps 
Enter Ribemont., _ 


Whom I behold as fathers, brothers, friends, | 


Rib, TEE troops, acray'd, and ready to i 
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And this ſhort pauſe, this ſilent interval, | 
With awful horror ſtrikes upon my foul —— 
| know not whence it comes, but till this moment, 
Neer did J feel ſuch heavineſs of heart. 
Fear, thou art Rill a ſtranger here; and death 
Have loft ſeen in ev'ry form he wears; 
Def d him, fac'd him, never fled him yet: 
Nor has my conſcience ſince contracted guilt, 
The parent of diſmay—then whence is this? 
Perhaps tis pity for yon hopeleſs hoſt—— 
Pity! For what ?——The brave deſpiſe our pity; 
For death, encounter'd in a noble cauſe, 
Comes, like the gracious lord of toiling hinds, 
To end all labours, and beftow reward, 
Then let me ſhake this lethargy away——— 
By Hezv'n, it wo' not off. The ſweat of death 
Is on me—a cold tremor ſhakes my joint 
My feet ſeem riveted—my blood congeals— 
Almighty pow'rs !———Thou ever awful form! 
Why - 2 preſent ? Where fore? —— What, a 
E 
0h, (mile of ſweet relief. If aught from Heav'n 
Amortal ear be worthy tomn—_Again 
That piteous action] that dejected air! 
Speak out the cauſe— l beg thee, ſpeak——tis 
0h, return! gone — 
Uafold thy errand, tho' I die with hearing 
Enter Athens. | 
Ath. You're well encounter'd, Ribemont; the 
re this has Edward's anſwer; as I paſt [king, 
The bound'ries of our camp on yonder fide, 
la this my progreſs to equip the field, 
I ſaw the nuncio poſting like the wind, 
He and his train on horſes white with foam, 
Their courſe directed to our monarch's tent. 
What means this, Ribemont ?-— Thou':t loſt in 
thought! 
Rib, Athens lf am unſoldier'd; I'm un- 
—— —— 
Wonder you may, my noble friend; for ſee, 
| ſhake, I tremble 
Ath. Say, at what? 
Rib. Why——nothing. | 
gs the vaſt hoſt that here are rang'd for 
attle, 
(Warm with impatience, eager for the fr 
behold that Ribemont 2 fear, * 
What wonder would it cauſe! For thou, of all, 
Art ſare deſervingly the moſt renown'd. 
Come, be thyſelf ——For ſhame! 
Rib. Believe me, Athens, 
| am not ſtricken with a coward's feeling: 
Not all yon army to this ſword oppos'd, 
Should damp my vigour, or depreſs my heart. 
Jut now a melancholy ſeiz d my ſoul, 
A linking; whence I knew not; till, at length, 
My father's image to my fight appear'd, 
ſtruck me motionleſs, | 
Ath, "Twas only fancy. 
Rib. Oh, no, my Athens ! plainly I beheld 
My father in the habit that he wore 
When, with paternal ſmiles, he hung this weapon | 
Upan my youthful thigh, bidding me uſe it 
With honour, only in my country's cauſe, 
Within my mind I treaſur'd up the charge, 
And ſacred to the ſoldier's public call 
＋ were ie — ——— — this viſit? 
an omen of impending gu 
0 foul of him I honour, once again 
mne from thy heav'n, and tell me what it is, 
erring ignorance undo my fame. 
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Rib. Once his pale viſage ſeem'd to wear a ſmile, 
A look of approbation, not reproof ; - 
But the next moment, with uplifted hands 
And heaving boſom, ſadly on the earth 
He turn'd his eyes, and ſorely ſeem'd to weep. 
Then, ſhaking with a mourafu! glance his head, 
He melted into air. 

Ath. Pr'ythee, no more 
You talk'd of melancholy, chat was all; 

Some fickneſs of the mind, occafion'd oft 
E'en by the fumes of indigeſted meals. 
To-morrow we will laugh at this deluſion. 
Rib. To-morrow ! Oh, that mention of to-mer + 
—ů—ů nm— 
There are opinions, Athens, that our friends 
Can paſs the boundaries of nature back, 
To warn us when the hour of death is nigh. 
If that thy bufineſs was, thou awful ſhade! | 
I thank thee, and this interval of life, 

However ſhort, which Heaven vouchſafes me yet, 
I will endeavour as I ought to ſpend. 
Ath. See, thro' yon clouds of duſt, with how 

much ſpeed 
The nuncio haſte-3.to the Engliſh camp! 
Perhaps the terms for fafety are agreed; 
Then where's a meaning for thy fancy'd viſion? 

Rib. No matter where; my ſpirits are grown 
Again the bright'ning fires of glory blaze: [light : 
Yes, virtue calls, and Ribemont obeys, 
Yes, Athens, yes, amid the fierce alarms, 

Were Edward thunders in vindiQtive arms, 

Shalt thou behold me, in my country's cauſe, | 
Riſe in renown, or periſh with applauſe. [ Zxeunt. 
SCENE chanyes to the Prince of Wales's Tent. 
Enter Piince, Chandos, and Attendants, meeting 

Audley. | 

Prince, Well, Audley, are the ſoldiers all re- 

freſh'd ? 1 £44. Fl 

Aud. All: and altho' perchance their laſt of meals, 
It ſeem'sd ſo chearful as ſurpaſs'd my hope; 
Still joining hands, as off they drain'd the bowl, 
Succeſs to England's arms, was all the cry, '$ 
Art length a hoary vet'ran rais'd his voice, 

And thus addreſs'd his fellows : Courage, brothers! 
The French have never beat us, nor ſhall now. 

Our great Third Edward's fortune waits our arms; 
And his brave ſon, whoſe formidable helmet 

Nods terror to our foes, ditects the fight. 

In his black armour, we will ſoon behold him 
Piercing their throng'd battalions———>nall not we, 
At humble diſtance, emulate his ardour, 

And gather laurels to adorn his triumph? 
Then did they ſmile again, ſhake hand and ſhoutz * 
While, quite tranſported at the pleaſing fight, 

I wept inſenſibly with love and joy. 


0 
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Prince. I too could weep=w—Oh, Audley, Chan- 
dos, there, a | 
There reft I all my hope My honeſt ſoldiers, - 
I know, will do their duty. 
Enter Gentleman. „ 
Gent. Royal Sir, A 


A perſon, muffled in a cloſe diſguiſe, 
Arriv'd this inſtant from the adverſe camp, 
As he reports, ſolicits to receive 
An audience of your highneſs, and alone. 
Prince. Retire, my lord Condu@' bim 
ſtraightway in. { Exit Gent, 
Chan. Your highnefs will not truft yourſelf un- 
guarded ! . 
It may be dangerous, Confider, Si 
Prince. Caution is now my ſlave, and fear I ſcorn; 
This is no bour for idle apprebenfions. 0 
2 [ Exrunt Lords, &. 
2 | 4 
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Enter Arnold in a Diſq«iſe, which be throws f- 
Your buſinels, dir, With Arnold. — Cet cc: 
hence. 

Arn. Benold a wretch laid profirate at your feet, 
His guilty «eck een humbled to the earth; 

Tread on it, Sir——it is moſt fit you ſhould. 

I am unwortry life. nor hope compaſſion 
But couls not di- till bete I'd ſtream'd my tears, 
In token of con rition, pain and ſhame. 

Prince. Up, and this inflant from my fight remove, 
Fre indignation urges me to pay 
Thy horrid creaſons with a traitor's fate. 

Arn. Death jt I'd fear'd, I bad not ventur'd hi- 
Conſcious 1 merit al! you can inflict, ſther ; 
Thus, on my knees, lay I my life before you, 

Nor 2ſk remiſſion of the heavy fentence 

Your juſtice muſt pronounce. Yet, royal Sir, 
One little favour et me humbly hope: 
(And may the bicfings of high Heay'n repay it!) 
*T's when you ſhall report my crime and (uffering, 
Only to add—— He gave himiclt to death, 

The volunisty victim of te morie. 

Prince. 1 ſhall diſgrace my ſoldierſhip, and me! 
To woman's weakrnicl:, at a viliain's ſorrow: 

Oh, juſtice, with thy Het feal my eyes, 
Shut out at once his tears, and hide my own! 


"ADP ST 

- Arn. Am I rej-cted in my low petition 

For ſuc 2 boon *ﬀ—— Nor can 1 yer complain 5 

Your ro\al favours follow approbation, 

And l, :t #/| mankind, have leaſt pretence 

To hope the bounty of a word to eaſe me. 

Prince.. Riſe, Arnoid—- Thou wert long my 

choſen ſervant : 

An infant-fondneſs was our early tie; 

But with our years (companions as we liv'd) 

Affect n rooted, and eſteem grew love. 

Was it for thee, in fortune's firſt aſſau t, 

To b- the man, the only to forſake me? 

Was it for thee, in whom my heart delighted, 

Was it tor thee? 

In ſpite of me, my eyes will overflow, 

And | muſt weep the wrongs | ſh -uld revenge. 

Arn. Tears for ſuch guilt as mine! Oh, blaſting 

fight ! 

Cover — mountains hide me and my ſhame! 

— A traitor's fate would here be kind relief 

From the exceſſive anguiſh 1 endure. 

Prince, Having thus fairly ſtated our account, 
How great's the balance (hat appears againſt thee! 
And what remains ?——1 will not more reproach 

thee. 

Love thee I muſt not, and 'twere guilt to pity. 

All that with honour I can grant is this: 

Lie but remove for ever from my fight, 

If 1 eicape the dangers that ſurround me, 

I muſt forget that Arnold e er had being 

I muſt forget, in pity to mankind, 

Left it ſhould freeze affection in my heart) 
hat e'er ſuch friendſhip met with ſuch return. 
Arn. Great Sir, (forgive intruſion on your good- 

neſs) 

My boon you have miſtaken, life I aſk'd not; 

"Twas bu to witneſs to the deep remorſe, 

That with a harpy s tatons tears my boſom. 

Dot au my miſeries have touch'd your ſoul, 

And gain'd rewiffion of a traitor's fate, 

O, add ore favour, and compleat my wiſhes ! 

To the dear country that muſt ſcorn my name, 

Tho” I till love it as I honour you) 
remit my (w-rd to lend it's little aid, 
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Prince. Stain'd and polluted as my eyes behol4 
Aonou no longer can endure thy fight, 
if *tis in valour to accomplith it, 
Redeem thy reputation; but if not, 

To fail in fight will be thy happieſt hope. 
Away, nor more reply, 

Arn. Ex:lied goodneſs! [ Exit 

Prince. if paſſions conquer*'d are our noble? boat 
Muilruiling ang-r—ever mad revenge 
And thou, too partial biaſſer, atlection, 

Contes 1 once have acted as 1 ought. [ Trumpets, 

Ha! by thoſe trumpets, ture the nuncio's come. 
7 Gentleman appears and retirg, 

Nho's there ?—— Acquaiat the lords I with to lee 

them. 

Enter Warwick, Saliſbury, Audley, Chandos, Lest 
and Attendants. 

Oh, welcome, friends! Bur, nark! the cardinal! 

[ Trumpat, 

Enter Cardinal Perigort, attended. 

— Well, gen'r-us advocate, we wait our doom. 

Per. Prepare, prepare for an immediate battle: 
inflexibie is France in her demands, 

2 a. my pray'rs and tears have prov'd in vain, 

Prince. Lord Cardinal, 
if France infiſis ſo high, it ſhall be try'd; 

The deſp'rate chance of battle ſhall be 111 
The fates attend, the balance is prepar d; 

And whoſoe'er ſhall have the lot to mount, 
May Heaven ftre:ch wide it's everlaſting doors, 
And give them happy entrance all! 

| Per. Amen 
Iliutrious prince—and you, his noble follower, 
Remains there aught that I can do to ſerve ve? 
My to-\Rion ſuits not with a field of ſlaughter; 
la Poitiers, therefore, muſt i ſeek my ſafety, 
There, while the battle rages. round and round 
My beads ſhall drop to pray rs, that ev'ry ſaint 
Will luccour and ſupport the Engliſh arms. 

But ſh uld the fortune of your foes prevail, 
And leave you victims to immortal honour, 
The pious offices I'll make my own, 
O'er ev'ry grave to breathe a thouſand bleſſings, 
And water all your aſhes with my ears. 

Prince. My gentle friend, ſuch goodneſs will te- 

nown you. 

Per. Take from my band, my heart, my very foul, 
My ampleſt benediction to you all. { They bow 
| now can ſtifle in my tears no longer 
Oh, gallant prince, tarewel! farewel to all. 
Heav'n guard your lives, and give your arms ſucceſs, 

[Exit with bis Attendan's 
[On the Cardinals going out, the Prince on 
Lords continue for ſome time fixed and mutt. 

And. You loiter, Sir. Our enemies advance, 
And we're in no array. 

Prince. 2 thoughts were abſent. Away, di- 

patc | 
Marſhal the army by the plan I gave, 
Then march it ſtraight to yonder eminence, 
Whence I'll endeavour to inflame their zeal, 
And fit them for the toils this day demands. 
Now does the medley war begin to work ; 
A thouſand hopes and fears begin to croud upon me. 


* 
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Exeunt ſeveral 
SCENE changes to another Part of the Engliſh Carp 
Enter iana, Louiſa, and Arnold. 


Arn, Ha! Mariana. — When will l 


Mar. How Gall I and the 4 of 


To pay a dying tribute Orant but that, ; 
And I will weep wy gratitude with blood. : 
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Mar. Since my too fatal raſhneſ. wrought thy ruin, 
"Tis fit, at leaſt, that I ſhould ſhare it with thee. 
Therefore, my friends, my father, and my country, 
| have forſook for ever, and am come 
To claim a portion here in all you ſuffer. 

Ara. Return again, I beg thee, I conjure thee, 
By all the wond'rous love that fir'd our hearts, 

Go to thy father back, and think no more 
Of a loſt wretch, who hafiens to oblivion. 

Mar. Requeſt it not; I never will forſake thee: 

One fortune thal! conduct, one fate involve us, 
u hes the world that my unhappy crime 
Was neither child of treachery or fear; 

But love, love only: and the guilt it caus'd, 
As I infpir'd, I'll ſhare it's puniſhment. 


Arn. You cannot, nay, you muſt not— think 


not of it. 
You broke no faith; I only was to blame. 
Be timely, then, in thy retreat; and Heav'n, 
And all good angels guard thee! On thy lips 
I'll ſeal my fervent pray'rs for bleſſings on thee, 
[ Kiſſes ber. 
Oh, what a treaſure does my ſoul give up, 
A ſacrifice to honour [ Trumpet. Going. 
That trumpet ſummons me! I muſt away. 
Oh, meaſure by thy own the pangs I feel! [ Exit. 

Mar. Then they are mighty; not to be expreſs'd; 
Not to be burne, nor ever to be cur'd. 

My head runs round, my burſting brain divides ! 

Lou. Hence, my dear lady; for your peace, go 

hence. 

Mar. I'Il dig theſe eyes out; theſe pernicious eyes, 
Enſlaving Arnold, have undone him Ha 

Trumpet. 
That raven trumpet ſounds the knell of death ! 
Behold—— the dreadful, bloody work begins 
What ghaſtly wounds! what piteous, piercing 
ſhrieks ! | 
Oh, ſtop that fatal faulchion! if it falls, 
It kills my Arnold !—-Save him, ſave him, fave 
[ Exit running; Louiſa fellows. 
SCENE changes to a rural Eminence, with the diſ- 
tant Proſpe# of a Camp. 
Enter Prince, 
Prince. The hour advances, the deciſive hour, 
That litts me to the ſummit of renown, 
Or leaves me on the earth a breathleſs cotſe. 
The buz and buſtle of the field before me, 
The twang of bow-ſtrings, and the claſh of ſpears, 
With ev'ry circumſtance of preparation, 
Strike with an awful horror! Shouts are echo'd, 
To drown diſmay, and olow up reſolution 
Ten to it's utmoſt ſwell—From hearts ſo firm, 
Whom dangers fortify, and toils inſpire, 
What has a leader not to hope? And yet 
The weight of apprehenſion finks me down. 
O ſoul of nature, great, Eternal Cauſe, [ Kneels. 
Who gave and govern'ſt all that's here below! 
Tis by the aid of thy almighty arm 
The weak exiſt, the virtuous are ſecure. 
If to your ſacred laws obedient ever, 
My ſword, my ſoul, have own'd no other guide; 
Oh, if your honour, if the rights of men, 
My country's happineſs, my king's renown, 
Were motives worthy of a warrior's zeal, 
your poor ſervant with ſucceſs this dy, 
And be the praiſe thy own, Tae. 
Far Audley. 

Hd. Now, royal Edward, is the hour at hand, 
That all, beyond the boaſt of ancient tory, 
Enzoble Engliſh arms. Forgive, my hero, 

T 7 
hat I preſume ſo far, but I have ſworn 
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We'll ſtart together for the goal of glory, 
And work ſuch wonders, that our fear-ftruck foes 
Shall cail us more than mortals; as of old. 
Prince. Audlev, thy ſoul is noble: then, together, 
(Safe trom the prying eye of obſervation) 
Let us unmaſk our hearts. Alas, my friend, 
To ſuch a dreadful precipice we're got, 
It giddies to look down! No hold, no hope; 
For nothing but a miracle can ſave us. 
Aud. | ftifle app ehen ſions as they riſe; 
Nor e er allow myielf to weigh our danger. 
Safety and honour, liberty, renown, 
Hope's precious proſpect, and poſſeſſion's bliſs, 
All that are great and lovely, urge together 
The arm of valour in their dear defence. 
Prince. And valour well ſhall anſwer the demand: 
Our fes, to wear the trophies of the day, 
If I fall, 
Say, Audley, to my father, to my country, 
Living they had my fervice—at my death, 
My pray'rs and wiſhes for eternal welfare. 
Aud. Requeſt not that, which, if the day be loſt, 
I ne'-r ſhail execute. I have to aſk 
A favour, which I hope you'll not refuſe. 
Prince. Nothing that ſuits my Audley to ſolicit, 
Aud. It is, that I may be the firſt to charge: 
I think 1 can rely upon my courage 
To ſet a good example. 
Prince. Then be it ſo, And hark! [ Trumpet. 
The troops approach. Audley, to your tation. 
Aud. Each upright form 
Darting defiance, as they move, to France! 
Trum 
Enter Warwick / Saliſbury, Chandos, end other Cam- 
manders. Parties of Soldiers appear bettoeen all 
the Wings, with Officers (eading them, ſo ſeeming 
as if the whole Army was drawn ups 
Prince. Country men, 
We're here afſembied for the tougheſt fight 
That ever ftrain'd the force of Engliſh arms. 
See yon wide field with gli:('ring numbers gay! 
Vain of their ſtrength, they challenge us for flaves, 
And bid us yield their pris ners at diſcretion, 
If there's an Engliſhman among ye all 
Whoſe ſoul can baſely truckle to ſuch bondage, 
Let him depart, For me, | ſwear, by Heav'n, 
By my great father s ſoul, and by my fame, 
My country ne'er ſha!l pay a ranſom for me! 
Nor will I ſtoop to drag out life in bondage, 
And take my pittance from a Frenchman's hands: 
This I reſolve; and hope, brave countrymen, 
"Ye all reſolve the ſame. | 
Sold. All, all. 
Sal. Conqueſt or death is ev'ry Briton's choice, 
Prince. On, glorious choice! And know, my 
gal. ant foldier , 
That valour is ſuperior far to numbers. 
There are no odds againſt the truly brave : 
Let us reſolve on conqueſt, and "tis ours. 
Bur ſhovid the worfi that, can befal us, death! 
"Twill be a fate to nvy more than pity. 
And we have fathers, brothers, ſons or friends, 
That wi:l revenge our ſlaughter. 
Sal. On, 'ead on, my galant prince. 
Prince. | (ce the gen'rous indignation riſe, 
Th. on will ſhake the boaſted pow'r of France: 
Follow your Randards with a fearleſs ſpirit; 
Follow the great exampies of your fires; 
Follow the noble genius that inſpiies ye; 
Follow, in me, your brother, prince, and friend, 
Draw, felloweſ-ldiers, ca ch th inipiring flame; 
We fight for England, liberty, and fame. 


To riſe your ciyal in the common fight ; | 


[ They draw their ſaverd: and grout; trumpets ſounding. 


14 
' 8 » >. BIG. 3 


SCENE, an extenſive Plain, with the diſſant View 
of « Town; on one Side a Camp on « level, on the, 
ether, another on a riſing Ground. 


Enter Prince, Warwick, Chandos, and Attendants ; 
their Swords drawn. 


ASTE to my Lord of Oxford, and 
requeſt 
He ply bis archers with redoubled vigour. 
[A. Attendant bexws end goes out. 
I fee already they*ve confus'd the for; 
Their ranks are broken, and they ſeem to doubt 
It they ſhould ſtand or fly. 
Chan. Then now's the time 
To preſs them with the weight of all our force ; 
For Frenchmen, if they're once diſmay'd, are loft, 
War. Exceſs of fury marks the battle yorder ; 
Lord Saliſbury there ſuſtains a heavy charge, 
Prince, Warwick, away, and reinforce his party, 
Or numbers may o'erbear him. Fly this inſtant, 
[Exit Waiwick, 
Oh, for an arm of iron, but to anſwer 
The mighty ardour that inflames my ſoul! [ Ereunt. 


Enter Arnold bloody. 


Arn. Yet more of Gallic blood, I muſt have more, 
To waſh my ſtains of infamy away. 
What are the multitudes o'erthrown already ? 
Greater muſt down to gratify my rage, 
And in my country's vengeance crown my own. 
Ha! what, retreating ! Cowards, follow me. 
He joins an Engliſh porty ꝛvbe were giving way, 
l and they . French off. od 


SCENE changes to another Part of the Field. 
Exter King John, Tourain, Athens, and Attendants. 


King. By Heav'n, a panick ſeizes all my troops 
Inform me, Athens, what's the cauſe of this“ 
Ath. Some parties that the Prince of Wales de- 
tach'd 
Round yonder mountain, have attack'd our rear; 
And the diviſion which the Dauphin led 
Diſperſing in confuſion, they have pierc'd 
With fury to the centre of our hoft. 
King. Fly, Athens, to my fon, with my command, 
That he collect again his ſcatter'd men, 
And lead them to our ſuccour. Shameful fight! 
[Exit Athens. 
That ſuch a handful ſhould confound us thus. 
[Exeunt. 


Prince. 


SCENE changes. 
Enter Arnold, 


Arn. My arm begins to weary with the fight. 
Death, I have cramm'd thy rav'nous jaws with offal ; 
Now, tura my friend, and give me timely reſcue, 


Enter Ribemont. 


Rib. Thou double traitor, muſt I tain my ſword 
With the foul ſtreams that cirtle in thy veins, 
Who art ſo baſe, ſo branded Infamous 
By Heav'n, it almoſt is a guilt to fight thee. 

Arn, Here I can anſwer, for my cauſe is good: 
It is my country's. And, thou haughty lord, 
Think not thou e'er again ſhalt awe my ſoul, 

Or, unchaſtis'd, reproach me with a crime 

] loath, and here am come to expiate. 

Fheearth I've crimſon'd with thy country's blood; 
And if che pow'rs, to what is ſhed already, 

Will add but Ribemont's, I aſk no more t 


A 


And emulate: the ardour we admire, 


The foe I next may meet to mine is welcome, 
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Rib. Can aught in valour purge thy Æthiop foul, 
Expunge thy blots, and rank thee with the brave! 
Dar'ſt thou aſſert the cauſe thou haſt betray d; 
Or hope a ſecond guilt atones the firſt? 

No! the joint vengeance of wrong'd France and 
England 

I ſend in this Arnold falls. ]-—— There's ſome. 
thing of thy due; 

To infamy and hell | leave the reſt. [ Exit, 

Arn, Death 1 have caught: his ſhaft is in my 

heart. 
It tugs with nature. When ſhall I get free? 


Enter Prince, Chandos, and Attendant: 


Prince. Slaughter hath wanton'd here! What 
frreams of blood! 
What heaps of mangled bodies ſftrew the ground! 
Death has had able miniſters at work; 
A pompous tribute they have paid indeed! 
Arnold! Haſt thou done this! 
Ars. Offended prince, 
You find my fluttering ſoul upon the wing. 
All a poor, deſp'rate, and deſpairing wretch 
Could do, this arm hath wrought. 
Prince. Thrice have I mark'd 
Thy valovr wonderful. 
Arn. All worthleſs quite. 
That I could pay a hundred thouſand lives 
In gratitude to you, and love for England ! 


| But feeble nature fail'd my better wiſh : 


So here I render up a loathſome life 
Prince. Talk not of dying Lise, and ftill be 
mine, 
Arn. = gen'rous prince! Could your benignant 
eart 
Forgive and cheriſh'one who was ſo vile? 
Prince. As Heav'n may pardon me, thy crime's 
fo: got, N 
Arn. Then I am happy, Hear it, ſacred pow'rs, 
And give him glory great as is his goodneſs. 
I go—Methinks the gloomy way before me 
Is ftripp'd of halt it's horrors. Friendly death, 
Receive a parting, pity'd, pardon'd=——Qh r 
Diet. 


Chan, He dies Is gone. 

Prince, Proving, my noble friend, 
His ſoul was genuine Engliſh, and could tow'r 
O'er all calamities but conſcious guilt. 

Chan. Heav'n's pardon greet him-— Mighty 

prince, behold, 

Where gallant Audley, like a tempeſt, pours 
Deſtruction tkro' the thickeſt ranks of foes! 

Prince, Oh, Chandos, with aſtoniſhment my eye 
Hath mark'd his valiant wonder-working ſword ! 
Come, let us kindle at the great example, 
{ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes, 
Enter King John, Tourain and Attendants. 


King. [Turning back.) Rally our men, my va- 
liant Lord of Ewe, 
Or we are all undone. 


Enter Archbiſhop of Sens. 
Sent. The Dauphin, Dukes of Anjou, Berry: 


Orleans, 
Have led the way in flight! Earl Douglas follows, 
Fainting with many wounds, and all his Scots 
Have like our French and the auxiliar troops, 
Forſook their poſts, For ſafety, Sir, away—— 
_— Dare not to urge it—I diſdain the thought. 
Go, like my coward ſons and brother, go x 
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Though all deſert me, ſingly will I Rand 
and face my foes, till, cover'd o'er with wounds, 
| gain 2 fate becoming of a king, 
SCENE opens to a full Preſpect of the Field. 
Enter Ribemont, ſolus. 

Rib, Ill-fated Athens, thou haſt breath'd thy 
Bat wherefore call'd I thee ill-fated ? ſinee [laſt 
Neath but prevented thee the curſe of ſeeing 
Our arms di ſhonour'd, and our country loſt, 

Now, ſacred ſoul of him Who gave me life, 
The purpoſe of thy viſit is explain'd, 

No private evil, not a fate like mine 
That were a trivial call for thee to earth'; 
It was to warn me of a heavier loſs, 

Our diadem and fame. Hah !-—1'm alone 
Amidſt a field of foes Ilet me collect 

A decent vigour, like the hunted lion, 

With an aſſault to dignify my fall, 

And not ſhrink tamely to a vulgar fate. 

| Enter Audley, 

Aud. For England - 

Rib. France—By heav'n, the gallant Audley— 
Now, fortune, I forgive thy partial dealing : 

For, next to victory, my with has been 
To fall by ſo renown'd an arm as Audley's, 

Aud. Brave Ribemont, I will return thy praiſe, 

And own thee nobleſt of my country's ſoes. 

Had we been natives of one happy land, 

The gen'rous ſemblance of our ſouls had link'd us 
I friendſhip's deareſt bonds. 

Rib. But here we ſtand 

Determin'd champions in oppoſing lifts, 

Lich in his country's cauſe, the other's foe, 

Come, for I long to try this ſeaſon'd blade 

Upon true metal, If I conquer thee, 

| take no portion of the foul diſgrace 

Which Heav'n this day has thrown upon our arms. 
But hould my fortune, (as perhaps it may) 

like my poor country's, bow the head to England ; 
Then, Audley, wilt thou add to thy renown, 

by doing what thy king has only done, 

bale the warrior he pronounc'd a brave one? 

Now for determination. 

Aud, Hold a moment. 
Lok on the field, brave Ribemont ; behold, 

Thou haſt no paſſage for eſcape left open 

lle mould'ſt thou vanquiſh; from the thouſands 
round thee, 

Ctivity or death muſt be thy lot. 

Then make not havock of great qualities, 

Ver to thy kingdom loſe, through deſperation, 

The braveſt arrhs and nobleſt heart it boaſts. 

Give my fond wiſh the power but to protect thee : 

Reben thy word I' prove no conqueror, 

dotelaſp thee with the warmth of gen rous friendſhip. 

Rib, Audley, Ithank thee; but my hour is come 
You bid me look upon the field; look thou, 

And ſee the glory of my country blaſted ! 

loſe a day like this! and to ſurvive it. 
Would be a wretchedneſs I'll ne'er endure. 

0; in a nation's fate be mine involy's : 

o fall with France is now the only meant 

0 latizfy my ſoul, and ſave my fame, 

Ard. Oh, yet.. 

Rib. I'm fix d. 

Aud, Why then for England this 

Rib, And this for 1 INS 

| b bt ſome time, . . 

Aud, What!  \. 275 tter? ' Pp 

if a tough taſk! —— Again . 

ER I bt again, then flop. 

Rib. Inward I bleed: the Jon A life run ix 
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Audley, the palm of victory is thine; 

yield, I die but glory in my fall: 

It is beneath the nobleſt Engliſh arm! 

And that ſecures my fame, 

Report me truly as thy ſword has found 

| know thou wilt; and, in the long hereafter, 

If we can meet, I'll thank thee for't,---FareweL 
[Dies. 

Aud. Farewel, brave Ribemont; thou fearleſs ſol- 
Peace to thy aſhes . to thy ſoul reward Ldier. 
And honour crown thy name! A foe could weep! 
But pity would diſgrace adeath like thine. [ Trumpets. 

Enter Prince, Chandos and Attendants. 
Prince. ¶ Turning back.] Give inſtant orders to re- 
call our parties; 

I will not hazard, by a raſh purſuit, 
So vaſt 2 victory 
England, my Chandos, triumphs ! For our arms 
Have won the nobleſt field that e'er was fought !--- 
Hah! Audley bleeding! - then muſt conqueſt mourn, 
And ] lament, amidſt my ſpoils and trophies, 
The beſt of nobles, warriors, and of friends. 

Aud. Faint with the loſs of blood hope no more. 

Prince. Summon aſſiſtance; all that wealth can 
Lead him away, repoſe him in his tent, {reach. 
Soon as the hurry of the field is o'er, 

I'll come in perſon and attend his cure, 

Aud. There lifeleſs lies the arm that gave the 
A braver ſoldier never preſs'd the earth! — 3 
On his remains let due diſtinRion wait, 

To dignify the duſt that once was noble. arte . 

Prince. The valiant Ribemont !.---Take hence his 
And ſee that every ſolemn rite be paid; [corſe, 
With honours ſuited to his gallant life, 

Conduct the body to it's peaceful grave, 
. fun carried off. 

Chan. The field is thinn'd! And now, far off re- 
The dying voice of tumult faintly ſounds, [mov d, 
As hollow roarings of ſubfiding waves, 

After their conflict with a furious ſtorm, 

Prince. An awful horror The ſad ſcene before 
Pompous with deſolation ! as declines { us; 
The glow and ardour of our martial flame 
Softens the mind to mournful meditation. 
How many ſouls have ta'en eternal flight, 
Who, but this very morning, on the wing 
Of expectation, look'd through years to come 
So have the bubbles of their hopes been broke; 
So may it fare with us z=——> And ſuch is life | 

Enter Warwick. 
War. Oh, mighty prince, whoſe matchleſs vir- 
tues charm 

The many realms your victories have aw'd ! 
Lend your compaſſhon, —— 

Prince. What wouldſt thou ſay=——— 

War. Unhappy Mariana, 
At once the victim of difſtreſsful love, 
And deep remorſe for treachery——mmy 

Prince, Go on. 

War. Frantic and weeping, ran o'er all the field, 
Till chance directed her to Arnold's corſe, 

That welt'ring lay in blood. She kiſs'd it oft, 
Bath'd it with tears, tore her diſhevel's locks, 
Smote her poor boſom, ſobb'd and ſadly groan'd, 
Till ſaatching from bis clay-cold hand his ſword, 
She piuvng'd it ſudden in her fide !=—ſunk do . 
And call'd on death to lock their laſt embrace. 

Prince. Oh, Chandos—what amoving ſight is here! 
Heav'n, 1 hope, will think their crime 
Enough was puniſh'd by affliction here, 

Lay them together, Warwick, 
England triumphs. [manded ; + 

War. I've view'd the adverſe camp, as you eem- 
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Where all the wealth of France was ſure collected, 
To grace the ruin of that wretched people. 
Fach tet profule!-Like thoſe of Pompey's hoſt, 
When on Phailaiia's plain he fought great Cæſar, 
And tot the world, his life---and Rome her freedom. 
Prince. All-righteous Heav'n! thy hand is here 
conipicuous! 
Pride and preſumption finiſh thus their ſhame. { Shour, 
Hark ! 
Chan. Tis a train of pris'nets bringing hither. 
Exter Saliſbury with Officers and Soldiers, conduting 
King John, the Duke of Tourain, Archbiſhop of 
Sens, and ſeveral French Noblemen, Priſoners. 
Prince. Brave Saliſbury, you're welcome to my 
The field is ours! ſarms. 
Sal. And nobly was it fought! 
Rehoid, my prince, how well we have acquitted 
The claims our adverſaries made on us. 
Your veteran ſwordſman, Sir John Peiham, ſends 
This royal trophy to adorn your triumph. 
Prince. Moſt wiſe and valiant of all chriſtian kings, 
Rever'd for virtues, and renown'd in arms! 
That I behold you thus, diſſolves my heart 
With tender feeling; 
Let your godlike ſoul 
Strive with adverſity, and til! preſerve, 
As well you may, your royal mind unconquer'd, 
Fortune is partial in her diſtiibutions: 


| Could merit always challenge it's reward, 
In other lights we might this hour have flood, 
Perhaps the victor you, and | the captive, 
But fear no wrong, the good ſhould never fear | 
For yourſelf, and this illuſtrious train, 
My care ſhall be to treat you as I ought. 
King. My gracious conqueror, and kindeſt co 
This goudne(s more than victory renowns you! 
That I'm unfortunate is no reproach; 
I brav dell dangers as became a king, 
Till by my coward ſubjects left and loft, 
Prince. Lead iomy tent: when we ate there arri 
Prepare a banquet with all princely pomp, 
At which I'll wait, and ſerve my royzl gueſts, 
My noble lords, and brave companions ail, 
| leave your praiſe for the wide world to ſound! 
Nor can the voice of fame, however loud, 
Outſpeak the merit of your matchleſs deeds, 
Oh, may Brirannia's ſons through ev'ry age, 
As they ſhall read of this fo great achievement, 
Feel the recorded victory inſpire 
An emulation of our martial fire, 
When future wrongs their ardour ſhall excite, 
And future princes lead them forth to fight! 
Till by repeated conqueſts, they obcain 
A pow'r to awe the earth and rule the main} 
Each tyrant fetter gloriouſly unbind, 


And give their liberty to all mankind, 


